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Had the Caliph dared at last to come and demand his
wives ? Peril and joy and adventure invaded my heart

" What is it ? " I demanded, " Stop your cackling and
tell me what is taking place."

They turned from the casements, clapped their hands and
danced.

" What is it ? " I repeated. " Speak, women, or I wring
your necks ! "

I grasped my scimitar and made a motion to go to one of
the casements. Fearing that I would jump to my freedom,
the women surrounded me.

" No, no, Master, we shall tell you/'

" Speak then, quickly."

" There is a man in the garden "

" A man ? " I asked with pretended fury, " and you laugh
and jubilate ? "

I swung my sword.

" No, Master, he has not come to look upon us. The women
have their faces covered. He is a juggler ! He is eating fire 1"

" A juggler ? " I asked, my brows knit. " A juggler ? "
Something shapeless fluttered within my mind.

" Do not dispatch him, Master ! He will amuse you! "
they pleaded.

" He may live on condition that he come to perform his
tricks before me."

" Yes, Master."

They rushed to the casements and shouted my desire,

" Bring him to the Master. Bring him here ! Come here,
juggler ! The Master commands you ! "

The women threw veils over their faces, leaving the rest
of their bodies naked. I grinned. Where was the root
of morality and shame ? Was it the ear, the leg, the breast,
the belly, the lace, the threat ? Why did each god choose
a different portion of the anatomy as most desirable or most
abhorrent ?